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The dressing rooms of these smaller venues did not allow for a lot of elbow room. By the time Jerry's three 
cases of clothes were wheeled in, there wasn't a lot of room left to change so we had to do it in shifts. | 
would use the room with Gil while Jerry was off doing some press. | gave him shit about his diva behavior 
every time. This guy had more stage clothes than Elton John. | had a suitcase. He had three full road cases. | 
think he had more shoes than my last three girlfriends combined. 


After | changed into a cleanish t-shirt, | scribbled a note and taped it to his case: "Text me if you need a fit 
check, JLo." 


| was messing around, shooting hoops in the parking lot with Gil and Tyler when | noticed | hadn't received a 


text from Jerry in response to my note. | patted my pockets and discovered | didn't have my phone on me. It 


must be in the dressing room. 


"Yo, | think | left my phone inside." | tossed the ball toward the hoop and grinned when | heard the net snap. 


"You gotta be kidding me," Gil groaned. 


“That's game!" 


Inside, | made my way down the short hallway past the girls' room where Lola, Jane, and Carlee were hanging 


out. And as | passed, | heard my name. | ducked my head in the doorway. "What?" 


"We were just talking about you and Jerry." 


"What about me and Jerry?" 


"You're so cute with all the cuddles and everything 


"What are you talking about?" | rolled my eyes. 


"You know what I'm talking about," Carlee replied. 


| shook my head and continued on. | did know. There was something to it. Jerry and | became really close really 


fast. We just clicked so well. | could finish his sentences. He could read my mind. Mostly. There were certain, 


fleeting thoughts | kept well-hidden from him. 


With that on my mind, | opened the dressing room door. "Oh, hey. | think | left my ph-" 


Jerry turned around as | spoke. He was putting on these black leather pants but hadn't pulled them up all the 
way. He held -it- in his right hand. My mouth fell open. | couldn't take my eyes off of it. | mean | had seen it 
in his pants before. How could | not? It commanded attention. And these were the thoughts | had kept locked 


away. Until now, | quess. 
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"Uh, um, jeez Greg .." He stammered and turned back around. 


| was frozen in place. | couldn't speak or move as all the thoughts came rushing forth, like the door | had them 
locked behind suddenly gave way under the torrent of all the filthy things | imagined taking place between him 


and me. 


"Can you close the door?" he quietly asked as he looked at me over his shoulder. The soft tone of voice 
surprised me, pulling me out of those thoughts that were becoming full-fledged fantasies. 


| closed the door and then leaned back against it. 


"Said you left your phone in here?” 


"Oh. Oh, right. Yeah." As | pushed off the door, he turned around to face me. 


"What do you think?" Jerry asked, holding his arms out to the sides. His shirt was open down his chest and 
those pants were now fully buttoned and hugged him in all the right places. | mean | could literally make out 


the fucking vein. "Good fit?" 


"Huh? Oh, uh, yeah." | dropped my gaze again. My face felt hot. Was | fucking blushing? 


"Hey, uh, sorry ..' 


Oh, god. | must have been blushing if he's apologizing. | turned around and reached for the door handle. What 
are you doing, Greg? With my hand on the knob, | took a deep breath and then turned around again. "No big 


deal. | mean it is a big deal. A huge deal, in fact. Like, fuckin’ enormous." | dropped my chin and grinned at him. 


His eyes widened when | took a step toward him. And another and another until | stood directly in front of him. 
He looked down at me and | looked up at him. All those well-hidden thoughts were now written across my face 


in a language | was sure he would understand. 


| lifted my right hand and touched his hip, letting my fingers caress the buttery soft leather. As my left hand 
did the same thing, | held his gaze. "No shorts? That's pretty bold” 


He swallowed. "Th-the, uh, these pants get pretty hot! 


"| fuckin’ bet." My fingers slipped under the hem of his shirt as | took a small step closer. 


"Greg .." he sounded like he could come any fucking minute, all breathy and moaning like that. 


| slid my hands around his back and moved close enough to feel his bulging pants against my pelvis. "You can 
touch me, too, old man" | held my breath, waiting. If he didn't want this like | did, | probably just fucked 
everything up. | closed my eyes and dug my nails into him. Then | felt his hands press into my back between 
my shoulder blades and then slowly slide down until they found my ass. He pulled me in tighter and thrust his 
hips against me. "Fuck," | sighed. 


His lips crushed mine and he kissed me hard. Jerry lifted me off the floor and then roughly sat me down inside 
one of his cases, the clothes on hangers pushed to the side. His hands took my face and drew me back into his 
fevered kisses while | fumbled with his belt, desperate to get my hands on his cock. 


Once | finally unbuckled the belt and popped open each button on the pants, | shoved my hands in. His hands 
were now gripping the edges of the case as | pumped his cock He moaned into my mouth while we still made 
out. After he came into my hand, he told me to clean it up. It was the single hottest thing | ever heard. | held 
his gaze while | licked my fingers and he tucked himself back into his pants and buttoned them up. 


"Change your tune about these cases now?" 


"No. Why would 1?" | started to hop down. "| mean | might feel differently if you, like, bent me over one of 


them or something." 


Jerry stopped me from climbing down by using one hand on my chest. He gently pushed me back and then 
used the same hand to lift my chin. "That can be arranged. 


"Okay, arrange it." | side-stepped him, making for the door. Before | reached for the handle, | threw him a look 
over my shoulder while | sucked on my middle finger. Pretty sure | just managed to break the old man's brain, 


judging by the look on his face. For good measure, | threw in, "Thanks for the throat-coat.' 


When Tyler and Gil complain about Jerry's cases now, | just smirk and say nothing. I'm still fantasizing about 
being bent over. 


